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now, Bellaria that care is a companion to honor, not to  povertie;   that high  Cedars are   crushed  with tempests, when low shrubs are not touched with the winde; pretious Diamonds are cut with the file, when despised pibbles lye  safe in the sand.    Delphos is sought to by Princes, not  beggers:  and  Fortunes Altars smoke with kings presents, not with poore mens gifts.    Happie are such Bellaria, that curse Fortune for contempt, not feare : and may wish  they were, not sorrow they have beene.    Thou art a Prin-cesse Bellaria, and yet a prisoner; borne to the one by descent, assigned to the other by dispite : accused without cause, and therefore oughtest to dye without care : for patience is a shield against Fortune, and a guiltlesse minde yeeldeth not to sorrow.    Ah but infamy galleth unto death, and liveth after death: Report is plumed with  times  feathers, and  Envie oftentimes soundeth Fames trumpet: the suspected adultery shall fly in the ayre, and thy knowne vertues shall lye hid in the  Earth; one Moale staineth a whole Face : and what is once spotted with infamy can hardly be worne out with time.    Die then Bellaria, Bellaria die: for if the Gods should say thou art guiltlesse, yet envie would heare the Gods, but never beleeve the Gods.    Ah haplesse wretch, cease these tearmes : desperate thoughtes are fit for them that feare shame, not for such as hope for credite.    Pan-dosto hath darkened thy fame, but shall never dis-credite  thy vertues.    Suspition may  enter  a false action, but proofe shall never put in his plea: care not then for envie, sith report hath a blister on her tongue : and let sorrow baite them which offend, not touch thee that art faultlesse.    But alas poore soule, how canst thou but sorrow ?    Thou art with childe, and by him, that in steed of kind pittie, pincheth thee in cold prison. And with that, such gasping sighes so stopping her